The fable of Philomela.

|N Athens reignde fomtimes,
A kmg of worthy fame,
Who kept in courte a flately

train e,
Pandyon was his name*

And had the Gods him giuen,

No holly breade of happe,

(I meane fuch fruts as make men thinke

They fit in fortunes lappe).

Then had his golden giftes,
Lyen dead with him in toombe.
Ne but himfelfe had none endurde,
The daunger of his doome.

But frnyling lucke, bewitcht,
This peereleffe Prince to thinke,
That poyfon cannot be conueyde
In draughts of pleafant drinke.

And kinde became fo kind,
That he two daughters had,
Of bewtie fuch and fo wel giuen,
As made their father gladde.

See: fee: how highefl harmes.
Do lurke in ripeft loyes^
How couertly doth forow Jhrowde^
In trymmejl worldely toyes.